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FARMER JOHN'S RETURN.

Home from his journey Farmer John
Arrvived this morning safe and sound;
Hir black coat off, and his old clothes on,

“Now I'm myself,” says Farmer John;
And ho thioks, “I'll look arcund."

Up leaps the dog—*tict down, you pup!

Are you so glad you would eat me up?"’

And the old cow lows st the gate to meet him:

“Well, well, old Bay!
Ha, ba, old Gray!
Do you get good feed when I am away?

“You have not a rib!” says Farmer Jobn,
“The cattle are looking round and sleek;
The colt is going to be & roan,
And & beauty, tos; how he has grown!
We'll wean the calf next week.”
EBays Farmer John, “When I've been off,
To eall you again about the trough,
Aud watch you, and pet you while you drink,
1# & grester comfort than youn think!”
And be pats old Bay,
And be slaps old Gray;
# A%, this iz the comfort of going awayl™

“‘Por, ufter all,"” says Farmer Jobn,
“The best of the journey is getting homa.
I've seen great sights: but would I give
This spot, and the pesceflal life I live,
For all their Paris and Rowe?
Theso hilis for the city’s stifled air,
And big hotel, and bustle and glare,
Land all houses, and roads all stoner,
That deafen your ears, and batter your bomes.
Would you, old Bay?
Would you, old Gray?
That's what one gets by going away!"
Their money i king,"” n:n.l'lﬂnr John,
#And fashion is quecen;and its mighty queer
To see how sometimes, while the man,
Raking and scraping all he can,
The wifc spends every year,
Enough you would think for a seore of wives,
To keep them in luxury all their lives!
The town is a perfect Babylon
To » quiet chap,” says Farmer Jobo.
“You see, old Bay,
You see, old Gray,
1" wiser than when I wont away.”

-
“I"ve found out this,” says Farmer John,
“That happiness is not bought and rild,
And clatehed in a lifo of waste and hurry,
In nights of pleasure and days of worry,
And wealth isn't all io gold’
Mortgages and storks at tes per cent.,
But in simple ways and sweet content,
Few wants, pure hopes, and noble ends,
Sowe land to till and & few good friends,
Like you, old Bay,
And you, old Gray,
That's what I've learned by going awsy.”

And a happy man is Farmer John,
0, a rich and bappy man is he;
Fie gecs the peaso and pumpkins growing,
The corn in tassels, the bhackwhent blowing,
And fruit on vime and troe;
The large, kind oxen look their thanks
As be rube their foreheads and strokes their
flanks;
The doves light round him, and strat and coo,
Bays Parmer John, “I"H take you tou,
And you, old Bay,
And vou, old Gray,
Next time I travel so far away!™

AN ORIGINAL Ill‘nl..!‘!";-l'..
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WRITTEX TOR THE MARTFORD NERALD,

By VIOLA.

CHAPTER 111,

Yow often, when we are about to real-
ize the fond desire that has nestled in our
hearts since youth, the cup of disappoint-
ment is thrust to our lips and we are

obliged to drink decply of i1ts contents, too

often to the very dregs.

Thus felt Latta Green, when she and
Fido, the old associate of her childlicod,
went (o bid farewel! to her mother's grave
before returning to school. Weeks had
#ped by siuce her mother's death, but she
wae 80 stupified with grief that neither Mr.
or Mrs. Ellis could summon courage to ask
her to return to school. When they did
80, shelooked vacautly at them forawhile,
and then said: '

“Yes, I will return, my kind benefactors,
a= you desire it 0o much. But why should
17 Whom have I to live for now?—whom
to look forward with bright snticipations
when my education is completed? No one!
no one! for my angel mother bas gone!”

She broke down at this, and laying her
hiead in Mrs, Ellis' lap bursted into a vio~
lent fit of weeping.

Mrs. Ellie spoke of the deep interest she
and ber husband felt in their bereaved
protege—how anxious for her welfare; and
as Latta grew quiet ghe went on to speak
of her wother, who would watch over her
daughter from her angelic howe; and that
daughter should not swerve from duty,
even 1o hersell or othere Though she
thought none cared for her wilents, God
had bestowed them on her, and how nee~
eseary it was o put them (o use rather
thau bury them in her griel.

After thus conversation Latia became
cheerful and more reconciled to fate.

Az I have said, she had come to take
a farewel] leave of her mother's grave.—
Just before quitting ithe cemelery, she
knelt solemnly down by the mound which
contained her dear one, and resting bLer
burning brow against the eald slab that
marked her mother’s last resting-place,
lifted soul and voice in praver to that be-
wignant Being who has promised 1o be a
{uther 10 the fatherless,

Bo enrnestly was she engaged that she
dud oot heed a footstep that approached,
until & sbarp bark from Fido warned her
that she was not alope.

She Yooked up bastily, and beheld a
stranger, a gentleman apparently middle~
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aged, standing beside her. He became
very much confused when he fonnd he
was observed, and, lifting his hat, begged
forgiveness for the intrusion.

“‘You are certainly excusable,” eaid
Latta. Then, looking at him attentively,
ghe added. “Excused, provided you prom-
ise mever to cross my pathway again,—
Your face paine me, Good evening, sir."

“Si"y, misa—just one moment!” cried
the intruder, as she enlled Fido to her
side, and turned to Jeave the churchyard.
She paused, and the stranger continued:
*Tell me your name, and the relationship
that existed between you and the lady at
whose grave you knelt."”

“Why, what is that to you? And, least
of all, why do you wish my name? which
I refuse to give!" replied Latta.

““It is not through mere idle curiosity
that I ask. I implore you to tell me!™
Seeing that he was so earnest, she re-
laxed, and with trembling voice respond-
ed: “She was my mother, Our names
are the same.”

“One more question,
face pain you?"

“I answer, because you so closely re-
semble that unrelenting enemy of my poor
mother, and the heartless destroyer of her
happiness—my father.”

“Would it pamn yon more to know that

the person who stande before you is none
other than vour father?”
*'No more,” said she, in a deliberate
tone. “But why come youhere? Izitto
receive the dying message of my maother,
that you were forgiven, and that her last
prayer was that God, too, would forgive
you?"'

Mr. Green seemed deeply affected.  He
seated himeelfl on 2 stone, and burying
hia face in bis hands, shivered as one in
anague. At length, gaining more control
of himeelf, he looked at Latta, and said:
“I came not to hear your mother's dying
message, but to receive my forgiveness
from her own lips. I came too late, for
she is dead; and her danghter, oo justly,
stands ready to condemn me."”

“Yes, I do condemn you, and severely,
t00. Yon, who wooed and won my moth-
er, filled her life with cares, and then, af-
ter robbing her of all means of support,
cruelly abandoned her to the cold chari-
ties of the world, with me then but a mere
babe!" exclaimed Latta,

“I cannot blame you for the eensure
you heap upon me. But, come and listen
1o the story of my wreck, and then try
and look with pitying eyes upon your
wretched father.”

Latta seated hersell near him, and
motioned for him to proceed.

He went on to speak of his yont)h, hav-
ing been so unfortunate as to lose his par-
ents at an carly age, and he was left, &
mere child, to fight the battle of life un~
aided and alone. Dame fortune favored
him with an education. He read, and
afterwards began the practice of, law. He
He met and married an only and idolized
child of wealthy parents, through whose
influence he became quite popular at the
bar. Truly did he love his young wile
during the first year of his wedded life.
At the expiration of that time he was ob-~
liged to visit a distant city on business,
when Lie met and became very much in-
fatuated with a lady, who afterwards
visited the city of his ressdence., Tmuie-
diately that be heard of her arrival he
called upon her, and many other clandes-
tine meetings followed.

He neglected wife, business, every~
thing, to pase the hours with the cn-
chantress. 8o eotirely did he surrender
himsell to hier that her image floated ever
before his waking vision, and her shape
haunted hie slumbers at night. How he
sighed for freedom, that e might throw
himself at her feet and implore the res
turu of the passionate beatings of his
hearl. And wvot in vain was the wish,
lor his wife's parents died, leaving their
ummense fortune at his control.

Mr. Green dwelt long and painfully on
this point of his villainous conduct, and
gladly would he have erased every thought
of it from his memory. He deseried the
wife of his bosom and clove unto one who
cared not for him, but only for the wealth
he possessed.

After procuring the divoree from his
wife, he was married to thelady who had
allured him to such villainy, They im=
mediately sailed for Europe, where they
spent their time until Earvest Green's
wealth was expended. Then the woman
for whom he had forsaken all proved
treacherous, and in turn ehe deserted him
for another as he had deserted Lis wife for

her.

Why does my

He returned to Ameriea. He dared
not approach the wife he bad so deeply
wronged, and sue for forgiveness, So
fearfully had Le outraged her good name
and lacerated her too-~trusting heart, that
he was conscions that it would require a
lifetime of repentence to heal the wounds.

e wandered about the land for vears,
]lu-c.aming almost a veritable vagabond.
Ope evening, as he sat in the deepening
autumnal twilight, his thoughts reverted
to the wolul past. The forms auvd faces of
his wife and child uprose before him, and
he longed to gaze onee more upon them,

and woo forgiveness for his sius towanls
them.

Fora year, with this end constantly in
view, he labored hard avd earnestly.

Finally he journeved to the village where
Jtlm_\ had taken np their abode, only to

learn that his wife had gone to join her
parents in another world. He =ought
her grave to pray his first prayer to God,
and there to offer up the vow of reforma-~
tion. And there it was he met his daugh-
ter, s we have seen.

. [Continued next week.]

Willlam Grimm's Conrting.

Some people who write books never
marry. It'sa pity, because those who
write books are good folks. Jacob and
William Grimm, who wrote fairy stories,
were bachelors. They always lived to~
gether and worked together, and wrote in
o wonderfully contented way before either
had a wife or children. At last, they
thought it best that one of them should
marry. Neither wanted a wife 8 bit—
which should it be?

After long waiting, Jacob, the older
brother, concluded to be generous and
self~forgetfal, and relieve William of his
share of the difficulty by taking the bur-
den of a wife upon himself. So he selected
a handsome voung lady, but there he hes-
itated sgain and delayed, for he did not
like to do the courting. William thought
he would encourage him a little by going
to see the young lady himself, He found
her so handsome and engaging that he
immediately fell in love with her, and to
his surprise found courting the most agree-
able thing in the world. But the lady
was Jacob's by selection—now whal was
to be done? Here was trouble sgain.

An old aunt went to Jacob, very kind«
ly, and said:

“William is in love—he cannot wrong
you—what shall he do 7’

“This is the most joyful tidings T ever
heard,” anid Jacob, “Let him have her,
let him have her!™ And he packed hie
trunk and started off for the Hartz Moun-
taina.

Wiiliam married, and Jacob came to
live with him. In time he loved Wil
liam's wife and little children very mueh.
One of these children became a noble and
useful man. And the two brothers
grew old together, and when they were
not writing books of great learning they
did that other good thing—wrote fairy
stories for little children.

This story of bachelor Jacob Grimm
reminds me, thongh 1 hardly know why,
of the crusty old bachelor who made a will,
leaving hia entire fortune to be divided
among the girls who had refused him.

“For to them,” he added feelingly, “I
owe all my earthly happiness."

EAS-=- "
The World OF London,

Here are some curions statistica about
London, which we exuract from one of the
papers issned by the London ecity Mis-
sion:

Tt covers within the fifteen miles’ radius
of Charing Cross nearly seven hundred
square miles.

It wumbers within these boundaries
4,000,000 inhabitants.

It comprises 100,000 foreignera from
every quarter of the globe.

It contains more Roman Catholics than
Rome iteelf, more Jews than the whole of
Palestine, more Irish than Datlin, more
Scotchmen than Edinburgh, more Welsh-
men than Cardiff, and more country-born
persons than the counties of Devor, War-
wickehire, and Durhiam combined.

It has a birth in it every five minutes,
adeath initevery eight minutes, and seven
accidents every day in its 7,000 miles of
streets.

It has on an average twenty-eight miles
of new streets opened, and 2,000 new
houses built in it every year.

It has 1,000 ships and 9,000 sailors in
its port every day.

It has 117,000 habitual criminals on its
police register, increasing at an average
of 30,000 per annum,

It bas as many beer-shops and gin-
palaces as would, if placed side by side,
streteh from Charing Cross to Portsmouth,
a distance of seventysthree miles,

It has as many paupers as would more
than occupy every house in Brighton.

It bas an influence with all parts of the
world, represented by the yearly delivery
in its postal distriets of 238,000,000
lettera,

-

Mark Twaiu, in a letter to the inventor
of & mosquito net, talks in this way about
the only thing worth talking about, now
that the third term is gone: “There is
nothing that a just and right-feeling man
rejoices in more than to sce a mosqnito
imposed on and putdown and brow-beaten
and aggravated, and this ingenions con-
trivance will do it. And itisarare thing
to worry u fly with, too. A fly will stand
off and curse this invention till language
utterly fails him. I have seen them doit
hundreds of times, 1 like to dive in the
air on the back porch in summer, and so
I would not be without this portable net
for mnything. When you get it hoisted
the flies have to wait for the second table.
We chall see the summer come when we
shall st under our nete in church and
slumber peacefully, while the discomfited
flies club togethier and take it out of the
minister, There are heaps of waye of get-
ting priceless enjoyment oul of these
charming things, if I had time o poiot
them out and dilate on them alittle,”

— - -

A burglar in North Carolina, who was
shot by a farmer, was found to be a wos
man in male attirve.

— .y —

Hypocriey is the homage that vige pays
to virtee,

Buckskin Jack.
Sioux City Journal,

There is now in the city stopping at the
house of Fred Evavs, as genuine a spees
imen of the American frontiersman as
ever formed the central figure abont which
the Jime novelist weaves his most fasci~
nating tale of border life. Our hero for
the nonce is Jack Rand, or as he is com«
monly called, Buckskin Jack, from the
fact that his dress throughout is of buck~
skin, He stands six feet five inches in
his stockings, and has one of those spare
built, wiry frames which denote great
strength and powers of eudurance. From
boyhood he has followed hunting as an
occupation, and for several years past
has made the wilds of Northern Wiscon-
sin his home, When the Black Hills
fever became epidemic, filled with the
love of adventure peculiar to his class, he
at once came to this city and joined the
Gordon expedition. Soom after leaving
bere Jack was appointsd hunter and scout
for the train, and as soon as the game
country was reached he kept the several
messes well supplied with antelope, deer,
bear, ete. But it is with Bucklkin Jack's
principal adventure, and which came
near costing bis life, that we have to deal
in thia article, and which, if for no other
reason, is interesting as showing the

WONDERFUL ENDURANCE
of a man. Un the morning of the first
capture of the Gordon party, Jack started
out on a scout of twenty or twenty-five
miles up the river, and aside from looking
out for soldiers and Indians, was to se~
lect & eamping place for the night. The
Iatter duty performed, he waited until
sundown for the men and wagons to
come up, but they not coming, he concla-
ded that eomething was wrong, and star-
ted back down the river, Reaching the
eamping-place of the night previous, he
learned from the three men who had
been out hunting, and thereby escaped
capture, that the military eaptured the
expedition avd started for Randall. The
four men stayed there that night,
and without anyihing to eat. In the
morning they started in the direction the
soldiers had taken with their prisoners.
On the way they met the Collins broth-
ers who, with three ponies, had made
their escape and were headed for the
hills, and from them learned that Gor-
don and Romans had also eluded the vig-
ilance of the soldiers, and were then on
their way up the Niobrara. Two of
Jack's comrades went on and gave them-
eelves up, while Jack and the other
turned back, thinking they could over-
take Gordon. On the tramp, they were
overinken by Evans, who came out with
o team to bring them in, The other
men weakened and decided to go into the
camp, but Jack was spunky and swore
be wouldn't, but wonld go to Gordon,
Evans gave him a little bite to eat, also
his boots and socks, and ehaking his
hands, bid him good-bye, when the scout
was
ALONE ON THE PRAIKIE

For a moment he watched the fast re-
ceeding form of b friends, and then
turned his face to the western wild, struck
Gordon's trail, and hoped to sup with
him that night. Reaching the old camp,
he appeased his hunger with some cast-
away bacon rinds, and going on about
ten miles laid down on the prairie and
slept, having given up hope of overtaking
Gordon that night. In the morning he
resumed his march. For six successive
days bhe wandered here and there, his
course being first in one direction and then
in another as indications pointed. He
struck several trails, but would lose them
on the hard alkali eoil, and what the man
endured from hunger and thirst can uwot
be expressed in words. He finally got so
that be did not crave food, and only longed
tor water, and when he would reach a river
or creek he would throw himeself down
and lap the cooling liquid like adog. He
was forced to throw away his gun, and
that, he says, was the bardest thing of all
to do, and then the boots Evans had given
him, and fioally his coat. He got so weak
that he would have to lic down every few
rods, and still his courage never deseried
him, and his
WONDERFUL VITALITY

and indomitable will kept him alive where
any ordinary mortal would have perished.

Finally, on the seventh day out, when he
felt that bis hours were few, he saw the

returning wagons of the transportation
company inthe distance coming down the
trail, and now that he knew deliverance
was at hand, his strength suddenly de-
serted him, and he pitched forward seuse-
lesa, The men picked him up, and after
considerable exertion, restored him to
ecnscionsness, s famished body could
not at first stand anything more than nour-
ishing soups, but under the careful atten-
tion of Fred. Evans he was soon out of
danger, and accompanied the wagons to
chis city. Here he will stay until be re-
covers his accustomed vigor, when he de-
clares his intention of again striking out

for the Black Hills,

An almost ridienlous use of steam is
tound on Duek river, Teon,, on which
placid stream a steamboat, drawing only
twelve inches of water, and having a grist
mill on board, wanders up and down,
stopping where she is wanted 1o grind a
bushel or two of corn for the farmers of
the territory.

HARTFORD, OHIO COUNTY, KY., JUNE 30, 1875.

“Tickets, Kir.™

Thiz is the way it happened ina town
not far from Elmira. One of the regular
attendants at Central Church is a railroad
condnctor. He is regular, not so mauch
from any personal inclinatton for Calvin-
iam as from the fact that ke has a first~
rate Presbyterian wife, who keeps him
in the way he should go. A few Sundays
since, one of the deacons was absent, and
our conductor was requested to pass the
plate. Of course he consented. For the
first dozen pews everything passed off
well. There was a regular financial
shower of nickels and dimes, and the
railroad man watched sharp, but couldn’t
see that anybody “got away'’ without re-
sponding. Finally he came 1o a seal
where the occupant waa either busted or
disinclined, for he shook his head, but
made no attempt on his pockel. The
conductor looked at him sharply, but no
cash appeared. Then he nudged his
shoulder, and softly said, "Tickets, sir!”
Again the man's head wagged horizontal-
ly, but the stamps dida't come. “Pass,
then,” whispered the conductor. Still
no response. Just as the railroad chap was
about to eall to the brakeman and fireman-
to belp pitch the impecanious worshiper
oul of doors, the regular deacon came in
and relieved his proxy. The conductor
says lie believes in running a church the
same way you would a train—if a man
won't pay, or hasn't a pass, let him git

T Capart's Servant.

ules Verne is a wild inventor, and fa~
mous for his improbabilities; but his orang,
“Jupe,” in the story of “The Mysterious
Island,” that acts as waiter, ete., like an
intelligent negro servant, is no improbas«
ble creation. The wonderful African
chimpanzee, “Tomboucton,” now in Paris,
i= a fact, and would make an excellent
mate for Verne g fiction,

Heis perfectly tameand gentle.  While
his master, M. Capart, lived at Sierra Le-
one, he filled in hus house the office of do
mestic, saluting visitors, opening doors, etc.
When they embarked for France, Tom-
bouetou suffered some days from sea-sick-
ness, but after his recovery he jumped
about on deck, on yard arms and masts,
and beeame a great favorite with the sail-
ors, When the ship wasentering the Gulf
of Gascony, Mme. Capart was startled at
missing her baby, & child eight months
old. Looking about her, and then up to~
wards the sky, she saw the monkey, with
the baby in his arms, on the top of the
main-mast, gravely seated on a yard arm,
rocking the child to and fro, as he bad
seen the mother often do, while now and
thien he would give it & pat on the check
with his paw,

This lasted for perhaps half a minute
then, while every eye was npon Lim, he
exceuted a prodigions cabriole, descended
in an instant the backstay, and, hooking
himeelf by his tail to the yard-beam, bal-
enced himself with hia burden, The
mother screamed, but the captain put his
hand over her mouth, commanding silence,
as the monkey might be frightened and
let go his hold of the baby. Finally came
a dash of sea against and over the ship,
when Tomboucton let go the mast and
fell, but witk such address as to cateh him-
self with one hand to a ladder, and with
one boudd was upon the bridge, with the
baby safe and sound in his arms.

He Hnew His Age.

In the times when the political wars
fare between Whigs and Democrats
waxed bot and relentless, there was a
town out West in which the two parties
were 50 equal in numbers that the varia~
tion of a single vote, one way or the oth-
er, might be a matter of most serious con-
sequence. Of course, on both sides sharp
eyes were open and watchful.

A young man came up to the polling
place on election day and offered his vote.
It was his first appearance in the charae-
ter of an elector, and he hald the inde-
pendence, or the audacity, to differ polit-
ically with his father. Hias father chal-
lenged his vote.

“On what grounds?" demanded the
presiding officer.

“He ain't twenty-one.”

“I am twenty-one, 'asserted the youth,

“No von ain't.” persisted the father;
“you won't be twenty~one till to-mor-
row.”

“Iaay I will!" eried the yonth. *1
was born on the twelfth day of Novem-
ber. It is down so in the old Bible

“Then it's a dod-rotted mistake,” said
the old man. *“You wern't born till the
mornin’ of the thirteenth of November, 1
can swear."”

“How ean you swear?"”’

“How”" replicd the father, indignantly.
“Good gracious, wasp't [ thar?”

“Well,” returned the son, with proud
defiance, “‘wasn't 1 there, too?’

The young man voted.

An Arkansas youth came to his father
and said: *'Dad, they ain't knives enuff
to sot the table,” Dad—"Whar's big
buteh, little buteh, the case, cob handle,
granny’s kunife and the one I handled yes-
terday 7 That's enongh to sot any gen-
tleman’s table, without you've lost nm."

- - emee—

A farmer complaing that a hook and
ladder company has been organized in
his neighbourbood He states that the
ladder is used after dark for climbing into
the hen-hynse, after which the hooking
15 done.
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Teoo Poor Te Take A Newspaper.

An anecdote is told of a farmer going
one day to the office of & New York jour.
nal and ordering his paper stopped,
because he was too poor to take it any
longer.

“Suppose we make a bargain,” said
the editor, “in this way. Go home and
select & hen that shall be called my hen;
sell the eggn that the hen lays during the
year, and send the proceeds to me as your
sabseription for the paper.”

The farmer was pleased at a0 easy a way
to pay for his paper, and readi'y consent~
e,  The result was, that duriog the year
the hen paid for the paper twice its reg-
ular price of subseription.

Thie is by no means a pure fiction, for
the same may be true in a great multi-
tude of cases. Almost every one wastes
and throws away more than enough mon=
ey during the yearto geta weekly or daily
newspaper that would furnish him with
intellectual food, and keep him posted in
the busy, stirring events of the day. A
very amall retrenchment in the luxuries
that almest every one indulges in would
secure a daily visitor full of gossip abouat
the doings of the great world around us;
full of stirring events in the history that
is every day being made in onr own coun
try, and full of useful, general informa~
tion, and facts in literature, science, and
arl.  Besides, il is the duty of the people
to support the press, for it has always stood
as & grand bulwark between (hem and
political military oppression; it has sound-
#d the notes of warning that has often
aroused them to action; it has stripped
the borrowed cloak from corruption and
venality in high places, and showed them
in all their deformity, and is to-day the
great friend of education, jostice, religion
and peace, The presa vpeaks everywhere,
atall times, carrying light in places where
otherwise perpetual darkness would reign.
And when we remember what the world
would be without the press—how dark-
ness, ignorance, vice and oppression would
flourish unopposed, let no one any longer
say that he istoo poorto take a newe-
paper.—Printer's Cirentar-

“Belleve What Yeur Mother HMas
Tuught You.™

An old story regarding Ethan Allen is
opportunely revived by the Washington
Chronicle. Allen had the reputation of
being an open unbeliever in Christianity.
He published the first formal attack on
the Christian religion ever wrilten in
America. [e inclined to the doctrine of
Pythagoras, and believed in the transmi-
gration of souls. His wife was a woman
of exemplary piety, and hia children, with
the exception of one daughter, shared
with the mother in her religious belief,
The daughter inclined to the strange
opinions of the father. When about to
die she sent for him. The rough-spoken
man, whose heart was as tender as a
child’s, came to the bedside of the dying
girl. “Fatber, I am about to die,” said
she, “shall I believein the principles you
bave taught me, or shall I believe m
what my mother has taught me!’ The
father became agilated, bis lips quivered,
tears ran down his cheeks, and beading
over his dying child, he said, with a voice
choked with emotion, *‘Believe what
your mother has taught you."

Woukldn't Take off Another Foot.

A Highland minister given somewbat
to exaggeration in the pulpit, was remon~
strated with by his clerk, and told of s
ill effects upon the congregation. Iie re-
plied that he was not aware of it, and
wished the clerk, the next time he did it
to give a cough by way of a hint. Soon
after be was describing Sameon's tying
the foxes tails together. He said:

“The foxes in those days were much
larger than ours, and they had tails twen-
ty feet long."

“Ahem !" came from the clerk's desk

“That is," continued the preacher, “ac-
cording to their measurement; but by
ours they were fifteen feet long™?

“Ahem!"” louder than before.

“But as you may thiok this extrava-
gant, we'll just say they were ten feet”

“Alhem ! ahem " still more vigorously.

The parson leaned over the pulpit, and
shaking his finger at the clerk, said:

*You may cough there all night, mon
—I'll nac take off & fut more. Would ye
hae the foxes with nae tecls at a'?”

A Poctical Proposal.

Daniel Webster's proposal to Miss
Fletcher is worth remembering. Like
many other lovers, he was canght holding
a skein of thread or wool which the lady
had been nnraveling. “Gracie,” said he,
“we have been univingknots. Let us see
if we cannot tie one which will not untie
in a life-time.” With a piece of tape he
fashioned half & true lover”s knot, Miss
Fletcher perfected it, and a kiss put the
seal to the symbolical bargain.

They that deny a God destroy man’s
nobility, for certainly man is kin to the
beast by his body; and if he 18 not kin to
God by hie spirit, he is 4 base and ignoble
creature,

“Mr. D——, if you'll get my coat done
by Saturnay. 1 shall be forever indebred
to you." *“Ifthat's your game it won't
be done,” said the tailor.

No man can become thoroughly sc-
| quainted with his family Listory without
| running for office.

The Cathedral of Lima, Pern.

There are #o few historical buildings in
the New World that the items belonging
to these have slways an imterest, and
seem 10 give our young nationalities a link
that connecis them in & slight degree
with such boildings as the Albambra, the
Tuileries, St. Peter's, nod Westminster
Abbey. The cathedral at Lima is one of
the few buildings the Americas own pos-
sessing bistorical imporianee

When Pizarro, after reducing the em-
pire of the Incas, determined to found a
city whose extent and magnificence shonld
be in & measare commensurate with the
importance of his conquest and the glory
of Spaia, one of the first buildings design-
ed was a cathedrak for, illiterate and
cruel as the stout old warrior was, he atill
had u gremt veneration for the mysteriea
and rites of his religion.

The dime of the cathedral, which
was modeled after ttat of Seville, aretraly
such as befit a viee-regal city. It has
a front ofseven hundred and twenty feet
and a depth of over & thousand feet, and
the front is flanked by towers one hun~
dred and fifty feet high.

It was ninety yearsin builling, and
during that time the men who had fought
and suffered to wake Ferw a colony of
Spain bad passed away, many of them, in
fact tive most of them, by a bloody and dis~
graceful death. Even Pizarro, whose ca-
reer seems like o fairy, tale in which he,
the hero, in guided by a protecting and
favor-giving genie, died by the dastardly
blow of an assassin. =

Earthquakes came and shook ite walls,
and so0 the cost of the edifice, even though
the labor was so cheap and the material
often donated, was 8504,000. This does
not include the many beaatifal decorn=
tions that private piely has bestowed, and
though centuries have rolled over it, giv-
ing it the age-stains that tell of many
years, it is still & rich and imposing build-
iog —Hearth and Home.

Paris Cor. Home Journal.

The Pari=z shops are full of the most
fanciful designs in this one detail of fem-
inine attire. They are made in cream
color, lemon color, orange yellow, straw
color, pink, pale blue, pale green, lilag
light brown, dark brown, crimson, semr-
let, purple—in short, mn every shade of
every color. But the precise tint is only
half the question; the designs worked wp-
on the stocking are by far the most im-
portant part of it, as regands fashiow, and
these are of the most varied desaription.
One pair of stockings which excifed moch
admiration from the passers of & esrt=in
well-known shop in Paris was in lemon
color, and the inatep of each foot wascov-
ered with bunches of black currents, with
their twigs and leaves, most delicately
embroidered in the colored silks. An-
other example of ornamentation lay elose
at band. in the form of a black silk stoek-
ing, round the leg of which a garter of
pink rosebuds and leaves winding wp-
ward from the ankle was exquisitely em-
broidered. This Jast fashion is very pop-
ular just pow. Stockings so embroidored
are, of course, enormously dear. Few
women can afford to buy wany soeh ex-
pensive articles of dress as these garland-
ed stockings; therefore it becomes a mat-
ter of eager competition among the lea-
ders of fashion t0 secure as many speci-
mens of the latest rage gs their purses
will allow. The mania is iostilled, and
benceforth the woman of the world takes
rank according to her stockings. Gar-
lands of flowers do not hold the field
alone, it must be observed. In somo
cases inscriptions and deviees are em-
broidered round the legs of the modern
stockings, and rows and patierns are
worked i colored silk stara or spots. The
ground, however, of all this work, must
on no account, be white.

An Intelligent Moase.

A poor little mouse, whose home is
under the floor of the Reveill: office, came
out this morning to forage for his break-
fast. Seeing some printing ink which
had been spilled on the floor, he thought
that would make a good mesal, and he
went for it. After nibbliog a little while,
ke became frightened at & noise made |y
those watching him, and started to run
back to his hole; but the ink beiog of &
sticky nature, he found his feet held fast
to the floor and himself unable to move,
whereupon he sat up a dolefal squeak.
e a few moments along came a larger
mouse, probably his father, who seemed
to take in the sitoation at a glance, and
at once commenced an & ttempt to release
his diminative relative. He stepped care-
fully over theink till he came to the lit~
tle mouse, and, laying hold of the back
of its neck with his teeth, tugged away
till he released it

— A —

A woman may be of great assistance to
her husband in business, by wearing &
cheerful conntenance. A man’s perplex~
ities and gloominess are increased & hun~
dred fold when hia better-half moves
about with a continual scowl upon her
brow.

How a woman can keep on talking
while she twists up her buck hairand has
her mouth full of hairpina is a wystery
not yet expiained.

e i S e
Be temperate in vour diet. Our first

parents ate themselves out of house and

home.




